The Battle of Rivoli
Glory, though there be enough to go around, leaves the
most glorious rather solitary. Besides, it was five in the
morning; the despatches had gone, but not that daily
letter to a woman dancing, flirting, in a far-off capital
in the North. At such a time none dared disturb him; and
the couriers who carried these letters killed more horses
than any who bore news to the Directory.
"Mi dolce amor, a thousand kisses from me. It is well,
perhaps, that you cannot give me any. They burn my
blood!" . . . Then, referring to her last excuse, that
she was ill and could not come down to meet him at Milan:
«j Wronged you greatly. I reproached you for remaining
in Paris when you were suffering. Forgive me, beloved.
The love with which you have inspired me has deprived
me of common sense. I shall never regain it. I am filled
with forebodings. I fear for your safety. The distance be-
tween us fills me with alarm. It seems to me that, could
I but hold you in my arms, I should rest content."
On the frosty night air broke a sentinel's cry. It was
five o'clock, but all was not well. . . . Now there came
a more militant note:
"One of these nights the door will break open with a
crash, and I shall be in your arms!" Even in his letters
there was the forward march!
But there were no white arms around him now, only
the eternal whiteness of the snow, the cold hills, and the
winking watch-fires of the foe. He held a little red stick
to the flame, sealed with wax the letter already sealed
with his heart's blood; then he studied those fires. They
formed a bracelet, a handcuff around him, but one, luck-
ily, not yet clasped. He noticed, too, with satisfaction,
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